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Bremerton, Washington July 22, 1992 


Bremerton was in Seattle's backyard. This was considered a hometown show so all their friends begged to be 
put on the list. That's how things worked. If you got even the minimum fifteen minutes of fame, suddenly 


everybody was your best friend. And, to be honest, just starting out, it was hard to say no to those "friends". 


It was even harder since there was not one, but two hometown bands on the bill. 


The friends lists for Pearl Jam and Alice in Chains had some overlap. There were a lot of local radio guys on 


their lists. These deejays championed them, supported them, talked them up, played their music before 


anybody else even heard of them. They were an easy yes. Pearl Jam's manager, Kelly Curtis, was stooped over 
a picnic table in the backstage area, studying and rearranging several backstage passes. Every now and then, 


he'd consult a clipboard and rearrange again 


Stone wandered by and stopped to see what he was doing. "What is all this?" He asked as he pulled his long hair 
back into a ponytail. 


"This is me trying to keep you guys from pissing everybody off," Kelly grumbled. and rearranged again. "l'm 
trying to convince them that most of these people are on your guest list for a purpose, not just because 
they're your mooching friends." 

Stone looked closer. He recognized a few names. Another couple he knew worked at the Music Bark so he 
assumed they were AC's guests. He knew the radio names and also knew that Kelly didn't really mean them. 
That left just four passes. One of them was for his friend, Regan. 

"Regan is a musician, too. It counts." 

"What is he doing here, besides helping you get high, Stone?" 

"Um .musicianing?" 


"Ah 


Stone looked at the tags again. Only one other name was familiar to him. His hand shook as he reached for the 


pass and picked it up. "Uh, Kelly?" 

Kelly was scanning the list on his clipboard again. "Hm?" 

"Who put him on the list?" 

"What?" 

When Kelly looked up at him, Stone held up the tag. "Who put this guy on the list?" 
Looking back at the list, Kelly murmured, "Um, Dave. He's Dave's friend." 

"Oh." Stone's hand shook some more. 

"Why? You know him?" 

"Huh? Oh, no. No. The guy | know spells his name different: 


"He spells Tom Finnochio different?" 


"Is that - that's an F? | thought it was a P" Stone dropped the laminate and walked away. He found eff sitting 
in the grass, talking to a couple of girls. Wait. No. One of them was Mike in a skirt with his hair pulled back 


"Wow, dude. You look great!" Stone told him with a big smile. He grabbed Jeff and pulled on the shoulder of his 
shirt. "Get up. Need to talk to you." 


‘I'm busy." 
"Now, Ament!" Stone pulled on the shirt, threatening to rip it. 
"All right! Jesus, Stone." 


When Jeff stood, Stone kept his hand knotted in his shirt and dragged the bassist away. They stood between 
two engineering trailers. Stone fidgeted while Jeff raised his eyebrows, waiting. 


"Well? What's the problem?" 
"Remember um, remember that dude? Uh .." Stone stammered. 


Jeff held his hands out at his sides and impatiently barked at Stone. "Gonna need to be more specific than that, 
dude." 


He rolled his eyes. "The guy that the guy that hit on me," Stone sighed. "Remember at Chris' house that time, 
there was that creepy guy that came on to me and then come to find out, he sort of attacked Chris’ sister. 
Chris kicked him out" 

"Um, vaguely, yeah. What was his name again? Bob? John?" 

"Tom" 

"Right! Tom. Why?" 

"He's one of Dave's guests today." 

"What? Did you see him?" 

"No, just his name on Kelly's list" 


"Maybe it's a different guy.’ 


Stone gave Jeff a look but said, "Maybe." 


He didn't need his suspicions confirmed. Stone knew. And a short time later, when he sat with Mike in catering, 
he watched Dave walk by with the guy. Stone stared. He couldn't help it. The guy was massive. Tom stood at 
least two or three inches taller than Stone and must have outweighed him by fifty or sixty pounds. He was 
bald but had a goatee and wore muscle shirts and gym shorts. Stone was caught like a deer in headlights when 
he realized Tom was looking at him as he walked by. 


"What's up with that guy?" Mike asked. Louder, he called, "Take a picture, itll last longer!" 

"Mikel" Stone hissed and quickly turned his head. 

"What? Why was he staring at you?" 

"He wasn't," Stone lied. "He was looking at you in your skirt" 

"Oh, yeah!" Mike giggled. 

After Pearl Jam's set, which Tom watched from the side of the stage (Stone's side), Stone avoided him and 
Dave, even if he could still feel his eyes on him no matter where he went. Stone took a beer from the cooler 
and uncapped it and then stuck another bottle in the side pocket of his shorts. He wandered away from the 
crowds of people, hoping to lose the creep. He seethed inside. Stone wasn't stupid, he knew why the creep had 
latched onto Dave. Dave was the odd man out. He was the most likely to allow the guy into their circle. Plus, 
Stone could never tell Dave about the guy coming onto him before. Only Jeff and Chris knew because only Jeff 


and Chris knew that Stone was anyway. He'd have a couple beers and then possibly confront Dave. 


As he wandered and drank his beer, Stone heard a familiar voice and familiar guitar sound. He stepped into a 
rehearsal tent and smiled. 


As Layne sang a jokingly made-up song about girls who put out on the first date, he waved at Stone, who 
cringed and covered his face with his hand, shaking his head and laughing softly. He took a long drink of his 
beer as his eyes drifted to Jerry. 


The blonde grinned at him as he approached. He stopped playing his guitar and wrapped one arm around Stone, 
giving him a quick side hug. 


Stone returned the hug with one arm. "Hey" 

"Hey, buddy. You guys sounded great!" 

"Thanks. Are you, uh, you gonna play that tonight?" He laughed 
"| think so. Smells like a hit to me. 


"Smells like pussy to mel" Layne laughed as he lit a cigarette. 


Stone wrinkled his nose and took a drink. Jerry winked at him and laughed softly. 


Mike Starr brought over a bottle of Jack Daniels. "Here, Stoney. You get the honors," Mike told him as he held 
out the bottle. 


Stone started to shake his head when a voice outside the tent said his name. 
"Where do you think Stoney went?" 


Mike started for the door, about to say he was in there. Stone grabbed Mike's wrist and put a finger up to 
his lips while still holding his beer bottle. Jerry raised his eyebrows as he watched Stone. 


When it seemed the voices moved on, Stone let go of Mike and then took the bottle from him. He took a long 
drink from it and then screwed up his face, forcing himself to swallow the whiskey. "Oh, my godl" He nearly 
shouted. 


Jerry clamped a hand over Stone's mouth and pointed at the door. 


Stone's eyes went wide and he raised his hands, both holding bottles at this point, but stopped when the blonde 
pointed at the door. 


By the time Alice In Chains started their set, Stone had easily gone through the two bottles of beer he had 
with him, three more that Mike gave him, and he'd taken more drinks from the Jack Daniels bottle than he 
could remember. He watched them from Jerry's side of the stage, swaying back and forth, sometimes seeing 
two Jerrys. With only Would left in Alice's set, Stone decided he'd better try to make his way back to the 


Pearl Jam bus. 


The people he passed looked like they were wobbling back and forth. Their faces reminded Stone of the oil in a 
lava lamp. Someone even grabbed at his elbow when he tripped. 


"M'fine. Fine," Stone mumbled, giving the person a hazy smile and holding his free hand out. 


He found the bus parking lot but realized he had no idea which one was his. "Red," He told himself. "Yeah, it's 
red" So he tripped along, looking for a red bus. 


"Hey, Stone!" 


"Huh?" He stopped and had to put a hand out against the cold chrome of the nearest bus. Stone turned to 
barely see the silhouette of a person at the end of the row of buses. 


"Stone, that you?" They started toward him. 


"Who's that?" 
"What are you doing, out here, roaming around by yourself?" 


Stone squinted, trying to figure out who was coming toward him. And then he gasped and turned, desperate to 


move away. 
"Stoney, slow down. | want to help. Let me help you find your bus." 
"| know where it is," He called over his shoulder. 


But Stone reached the end of the row. No bus. He started up another row, frantically looking. "Shit. Where's 
Jeff? Gotta find Jeff" 


Tom followed slowly and calmly, letting Stone panic. He allowed Stone to grow more and more frantic until he 
was practically running, looking back and forth, desperately hunting for an escape. Stone tripped and fell to his 
hands and knees onto the hard, sharp gravel. As he struggled to stand, trying to pull himself up, using the side 
of the closest bus, Stone heard Tom close in. 

"Why you running from me, Stoney? | know where your bus is. Let me help." 

"No. No, I'm good." 


"You don't look too good right now." 


He felt Tom's hands roughly grab him under his arms and lift him up, turning him around. His back was 
pressed hard against the bus. "No. | said I'm okay. Leave me alone." 


"Cant," Tom grunted, pressing his body against Stone's. 


"Don't!" Stone struggled, trying to wriggle free. He swung both arms, catching the sides of Tom's head in benign 


punches which only annoyed the bigger man 
Tom caught Stone's wrists and pinned them above his head, against the bus. 
"Ow!" Stone howled in pain. 


"Shut up," Tom snarled and then forced his mouth against Stone's. He closed his large hand around Stone's 


wrists and held them there while his other hand grabbed at the front of Stone's shorts. 


Stone screamed against Tom's mouth and struggled to pull his hands free. Tom continued to fondle him, keeping 
his mouth pressed hard against Stone's. Stone bit down on his lip and caused the man to pull back and howl. 
Instead of acting, though, Stone could only stare in shock. This gave Tom the opportunity to recover and smack 


Stone hard across his face. He screamed and would have collapsed, but Tom was strong enough to keep him 
pinned against the bus. 


“Turn around," Tom growled. "lm tired of this bullshit. I'm gonna fuck you so hard. Been thinking about your 


fine ass since | met you at Cornell's." 


"No!" Stone screamed again. He tried to fight Tom, but the larger man easily spun him around and yanked his 


shorts down. 


He groped Stone's ass hard, bruising him, while he licked the side of his face. "Don't fight it. You'll only hurt 


yourself." 

Stone moved his hands down to press flat against the side of the bus at his chest and he pushed back as hard 
as he could. Tom was budged only a few inches. This only angered him. His large hand palmed Stone's head and 
shoved it back against the bus. 

"You're pissing me off!" 

In the struggle, neither one of them heard another approach. 

"Hey, asshole!" 


Tom abruptly turned. "What the fu-" 


Jerry swung a baseball bat and caught Tom right under his jaw, sending the big man to the ground in a 


crumpled, passed-out heap. 


Stone collapsed next to him. He promptly vomited all over the ground and then scrambled to pull up his shorts. 
He sniffled and choked back shameful, embarrassed sobs. Stone kept his head down, his hair covering his face. 


The blonde held out a hand to Stone. In a low voice, he said, "It's okay, Stone. Slow down. It's okay. He ain't gonna 


Touch you again" 

When Stone fixed his shorts, he still kept his head down and reached for Jerry's hand. He couldn't quite get his 
legs to work and Jerry threw the bat a few feet away and gave him his other hand. Stone clumsily climbed to 
his feet, clutching his friend's hands tightly. 

"Come on. Bus is over here." 


"No," Stone weakly protested, leaning into Jerry. "Gotta find Jeff. And you your guys will see.." 


"They didn't come back yet. Just me. The bus is empty, sweetie." Jerry wrapped an arm around Stone and 
gently urged him forward. On the bus, he sat Stone down on his bunk and reached to turn on the small lamp 


on the wall. Jerry looked at him and immediately, his breath caught. "Oh, Stone." 


"What? What is it?" Stone's hand flew to his face and he felt the blood on the corner of his lip and more 
trickling down the side of his face. 


"Hold still” Jerry disappeared and returned a moment later with a warm, wet rag. he knelt down in front of 


Stone and very tenderly touched the rag to his face, wiping away the blood 

Stone couldn't look at Jerry. He closed his eyes and held his breath. With every soft touch from the other 
man, he could feel his emotions rising, bubbling, churning inside of him. Finally, when Jerry touched the edge of 
the rag to his lip, Stone broke down. He pushed Jerry's hand away and turned his head, tears streaming down 


his cheeks. "I'm sorry," He murmured. "It's my own fault. | shouldn't .| knew he was .| got drunk" 


Jerry sat back on one heel, propping his elbow on one knee, watching Stone closely. "It's not your fault. Doesn't 


matter if your drunk. Doesn't give a scumbag like him permission to hurt you." 

Swiping at his eyes, Stone sniffled and quickly glanced at Jerry. "Thanks for .l'm glad you were there." 
Lightly touching Stone's knee, Jerry asked, "Can | sit next to you? Your lip is still bleeding, baby." 
Stone licked the blood from his lip and nodded. "Sorry." 

Jerry moved slowly. He climbed up and sat down. "Stop apologizing. You didn't do anything wrong." 


Stone let him touch his chin and turn his head. He studied Jerry while the blonde was focused on cleaning his 


face. "You're a good friend." 


Their eyes met briefly before Jerry returned his focus to Stone's lips. "I'd do this for a total stranger, Stoney. 
Nobody should do that to another." 


"Okay, you're a good man." 

"Maybe." 

"You'd be an even better man if you had a cigarette." 

Jerry smiled. "Sure." He put the rag in Stone's hand and got up, finding a pack of Marlboros and a lighter on 
the table and a bottle of water in the mini-fridge. Returning to the bunk beside Stone, he gave him the water 
and then took two cigarettes from the pack and lit them. Jerry took a drag on them and then handed one to 


Stone. 


"Thanks," Stone murmured and took it between two fingers. 


They sat in silence, smoking their cigarettes, for a couple minutes. Jerry stood up to find an ashtray. 
When he returned, he sat it on his knee and flicked his ash into it. "Do you want to go find your guys?" 


Stone also flicked his ash and took a long drink of water. "Um, do you think ..| mean, we're all going to the same 


place, right?" 
"Yeah." 
"Could | stay?" 


Jerry turned to look at him. "Course you can" 
"This your bunk?" 

"Yeah? 

"Okay, good" Stone stubbed his cigarette out and then bent over to untie his sneakers and take them off 
The blonde watched as he also put his butt out and then stood to return the ashtray to the table. He had to 
smile when he turned around. Stone had moved to lie down in the bunk "There's an empty one in the back I'l 
just ." Jerry pointed "You gonna be okay, Stoney?" 

"Yeah. Yeah, | think „hey, Jer?" 

"Yeah?" 

"You could .| mean, um, would you .stay?" He dropped his gaze as the heat rose in his cheeks 

"MI be right back there” 

"| mean here. 

"Oh" Jerry glanced down the aisle. "He's not gonna .." 

"| know. Just want „you know what? Forget it" Stone smiled weakly. "im fine. lm fine" 


Jerry chewed his bottom lip. "Stone. Sweetheart. This is taking advantage of you." 


Stone looked at him with wide eyes. "Nol | don't want that! | just want to | think | just need you to be near. 


Please?" He swallowed and squeezed his eyes closed, shaking his head. 


"lm sorry.” Jerry sat down and took his shoes off. "| shouldn't have made you -" 


"Just shut up and lie down." 

The blonde stretched out and held his breath. Stone lay back down and slowly snuggled himself into Jerry's 
side. Jerry shifted a little, raising his arm about halfway and then lowering it. He did this twice more before 
Stone sighed and took Jerry's wrist, pulling it over his head and wrapping Jerry's arm around himself. 

"Are you sure about this?" 

"Don't make me sound needy and pathetic again 

‘| just don't want to scare you. You've been through a lot tonight." 

Stone picked his head up and looked at Jerry. "Do you want me to be here?" 

"Yeah." 

"Then you won't scare me." 

Jerry stared at him for a long moment and then stretched his neck to kiss Stone on his forehead. 

With a smile, Stone dropped his head to Jerry's shoulder. His hand rested on his chest. Jerry started to brush 
his fingers through Stone's hair. After a few quiet moments, Stone pushed his face into Jerry's shirt and 
mumbled something. Jerry's hand stilled when he felt Stone starting to shake. 

"Sweetheart." 

"What if you hadn't come along?" Stone spoke into his shoulder. 

"But | did. You're safe now." 

"But he could have -" 

"He didn't. You're okay, Stone. You're okay," He murmured, closing his eyes. Jerry bit down on his lip. 

‘I'm sorry. l'm a fucking mess." 

"You're not a mess," Jerry quickly replied. He lifted his head and opened his eyes, gently nudging his shoulder. 


Stone picked his head up. 


"You're beautiful and, to me, you always will be." Jerry smiled. 


He stared at Jerry for a long time before slowly closing in and pressing his lips to the other man's. With a 
little sigh, Stone snuggled down again. 


"Go to sleep now, baby," Jerry sighed as he nuzzled his cheek against Stone's hair. "| got you." 


